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Summary:
Ashley was used to cooking for her brother, so when there was nothing else left for her to cook, she improvised with what she did have.

Or, Ashley thinks that consuming the person you love is a way of proving your love, and she needs Andrew to love her.
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Work Text:
You had been cooking for your brother for almost as long as you could remember. 

But after, quite a few weeks locked up inside your apartment, there wasn't really much left here that you could still cook for him. 

Some canned food, some things that the Wardens would sometimes toss at you, besides that, the only thing you really had to give him was spiked water, and yeah, that was about it.

So you could pretend to fill up your stomachs, and not get over-hydrated in the process, something you had never even known was a thing at all, until you were forced to learn it the hard way.

You really didn't want to feel like your inner organs were flooding again, while your body cramped to hell and back.

Plus, throwing up water, spit, and absolutely nothing else, into the bathroom, wasn't really super fun, either.

Suffice to say, you weren't about to repeat that, but water with salt, wasn't exactly the most gourmet food out there, if you were to be honest.

It was the third week now, that the Wardens didn't even bother to pass you a half-air, package of chips, and if you were hungry, Andrew was worse. 

And you didn't have anything to cook him anymore.

And that really drove you crazy.

You hated the fact, that there was nothing left for you to feed him at your table. You hated that it had been weeks since the last time he sat at your table. 

You just really, really, wanted him to eat something.

Andrew by himself, already wasn't the most conversationalist, most energetic type. 

Andrew operating on oxygen, and salty water, was even quieter, and you didn't like feeling like you were missing Andrew, while Andrew was right there with you.

And now, maybe what you had been planning, was a weird idea, but you and Andy were both weird people.

It wouldn't even be anything new, you two, and blood, it wasn't that odd of a combination, knowing the both of you. 

Like, really, knowing the both of you, c'mon, you had done worse things before.

So, you grabbed the perfect knife from the kitchen, you were always the one who cooked, so you knew this was the sharpest one, the most useful one for cutting through meat.

You waited for Andrew to go into your room, held yourself back a good 20 minutes, before following after him.

When you decided to enact your newest machiavellian Quest, well, nobody could say it wasn't done out of care. You weren't only a selfish little sister, after all.

You entered, looking around your shared room. You had always shared this one same room, since you were born, you can't really conceptualize how Andrew's life was like, before you were born.

It was dark, the middle of the night and all.

Your sense of time wasn't screwed over as it could be, you supposed. Even locked up inside your apartment, you can still see the light of day, or the lack thereof, you still had the TV, and the clock too, but something about having to do absolutely nothing all day.

It got to a person, you thought. 

Having no meal times anymore, only having something to watch at all, at a certain hour. 

It had driven you into this sort of stupor where the time, even if you very well knew it, didn't really matter anymore. 

There was only the time before you got locked up, and your current life, anything outside of that, didn't exist anymore, and you didn't miss it, that’s for sure. 

You could almost trick yourself, into thinking that the outside world had really disappeared, and that you had been born into these conditions, no mom, no dad, only you and Andrew. 

Forever together. 

 

Keyword: Almost

 

That bitch Andy called his girlfriend, sure as hell didn't bring them any food, but she was still calling a ton. 

Whenever the phone rang, and Andrew hurried to go pick it up, whenever you caught the way his smile slithered into his face, like a treacherous snake, and his tone of voice changed. 

It made your blood boil.

You pressed your finger harder into the sharp blade of the knife, you felt the familiar, bitter burn of your skin cutting open. The blood was warm, but it was barely an existant cut. 

You would strain your ears, and force yourself to listen in, afterwards, you would grab the phone, dial her number from memory, and whisper into it.

Sometimes, you would unleash all of your poison onto her at once, then hang up, before she could get a word in, other times, you would simply hold the phone, real close to your mouth, and breathe into it.

You liked creeping her out. She better knew who she was messing with here. 

Seriously, you wondered why the bitch was dumb enough to keep picking up the phone, every single time, was she just that hopeful that Andrew would call her first, this time around. 

You supposed, maybe she was a bit like the both of you, and so, she had nothing better to do, and nobody else better to spend her time with, and that’s how she had somehow wormed her way into your life.

But that didn't matter anymore, because you were here, with Andrew, just like you had been your whole entire life up until now, and she was out there, somewhere, probably fucking some other guys, or whatever, while the two of you, were parasite-ridden apparently, and halfway starving to death.  

Girlie was a quitter, okay. 

You shook the thoughts away from your head, you always got a little too carried away, a little too intense, a little too quick, you were saving that intensity for later, on this special occasion tonight.   

Instead, you crawled your way to Andrew’s bed.

You remembered a time, when you both just shared one big-ish bed, far more convenient that way, in your opinion, but at some point, Andrew had become a big boy, and now, sleeping right by his little sister’s side was just too embarrassing for him.

Still, the apartment was too small for everybody to get their own room, so you had to make do, into your current situation.

You stretch, a grin on your face, like a lazy cat underneath the noon’s sun. 

You wanted him to come into your bed, not the other way around, but even you could concede a little, from time to time.  

Act following, you jumped on top of him, straddling his waist between your thighs, legs spread out to the sides in a W shape, with him right underneath you, where he should always be. 

“Andy” You bounced up and down, until your brother’s eyes struggled to open “Raise and shine, ursine!”

“Ashley” Andrew rubbed his eyes with the back of his hand, it was impressive, how his skin was so pale you could still see the purple, almost green, bags under his eyes “What do you want? Get off.”

He grabbed your waist, and with one swift movement, threw you off him, landing you on top of the unused pillow by his right side, effectively trapping you, between his body, and the wall.

“Good Midnight to you too, Andrew” It’s not like it was anything new for you. 

You were still holding onto the knife, now hidden somewhere behind your back, and the sheets.   

“Shut up, Ashley” He stretched, placing his hand on top of his eyes “First time I can actually sleep in the whole week, and you just have to wake me up, you bitch.”  

“So rude” You are pouting, you don't know if he can see it in the dark, but you know he knows you so well, that he wouldn't need to see it, in order to know it “Fine, then, go back to sleep, Andy, ignore me” You tease him.

“Go back to your own bed first, Ashley” Andrew seemed done with rubbing the sleep out of his eyes.

“Nah” You licked your lips “I don't think I will, is cold over there, I like it better here.”

You cuddled closer to him, there's definitely not enough space on this one bed for two people, but forcing things is part of your specialties, so you make it work. 

“...Do whatever you want,” Andrew stretches, and now he looks fully awake “How do you even have enough energy to operate on salty water, and nothing else?”

“Personally, I'm a fan of our spiked water, not being overhydrated is real cool.”

You heard him huff out, good enough as a small chuckle for you. 

He doesn't say anything else after that, and you decide to give yourself a few seconds to only stare at his face, and play with the blade between your hands, before you tell him what stunt you want to pull, this time around.

His breathing became regulated. You can see how his chest goes up and down, and the shape of his Adam’s apple counterlight.

With the way he's laying, his head turned towards you, you can even see the stupid sweater tag, that he still hasn't cut off from it.

You bring your finger to his chest, trailing a sloppy heart, on the spot where you can start feeling his collarbones.

“I had an idea,” You say into the night, at last.

“Oh no,” He says in his monotone voice. He looks away from you “Ashley, do I even wanna know?”

“You are so funny, Andy” You sound snarky, but you are only smiling, and so is he, there's nobody else in the world you could be like this with. 

You grab energy from where there shouldn't be any left, and jump back on top of him, you watch him groan under his breath, but this time, he doesn't topple you over immediately.

“You wanna hear the idea or not?”

“Preferably not, but if you already woke m-”

“Too bad! Because I'm telling you, either way.”

“Ashley” Andrew raised his hands, to place them at the sides of your hips. You shivered at the contact, he was as cold as a corpse, he's always been it “How are you such a huge dumbass? Whose bad genetics did you get?”

“Let me focus, idiot!” You bonked him across the head. Before coughing dramatically, and reaching back under the covers. 

You raised your knife, triumphantly, into the ceiling “Tadaaaaaa!!!”

Against all odds, Andrew doesn't even look amused.

“What? Are you gonna finally slice both of our wrists, and get this whole shitshow over with?”

“What a lack of faith you have, Andrew, my dear” You bring the blade down, held tightly between your grasp, hovering in the in-between space, connecting yours and Andrew's bodies. 

For some reason, that reminds you of an umbilical cord.  

“I mean, if nothing else, I'm surprised you haven't tried to kill me yet” He grins at you, his hands leaving the sides of your hips, to trace delicately the length of the blade.

“Is that really what you think about me?” You hold the blade still, so if Andrew cuts himself on it, it can only be his own fault. 

“At the end, you bury me into my coffin, that's how this ends, Leyley,” He says it with such certainty, that you would believe him, if you didn't know any better yourself.

“You know it, right?” You press yourself down harder on him, letting him feel your whole weight “That I would jump into the grave behind you.” 

“Aww,” He moved his finger along the sharp blade “Aren't you such a sweetheart?”

“Of course I am, Andy” You tilt your head “But, You still haven't heard my actual idea.”

He grasped your hand for a second, then he let go of both, you and the knife “Shoot then, what brilliant idea woke Leyley up this time around.”

“I want you to eat my blood!”

“...” You could swear there was sweat running down his face all of a sudden “No, yeah, I think it’s time you go to sleep, Ashley. The starvation is seriously starting to mess up your brain.”

“I just told you I want you to eat my blood, and that's your only reaction!?”

“Yup,” Andrew closed his eyes, patting you lightly on the back “Get off, I'm going back to sleep.”

“You think I don't mean it, or something?” Your voice was annoyed, you crossed your arms, refusing to budge an inch.

“No, actually, I know you are insane enough to do that, I'm just not interested.”

“Weren't you the one complaining all morning that you were hungry?” You reach down to tug at the collar of his sweater, not too strongly, but with enough force to get him to focus his eyes back on you, as he should “I'm offering you something to eat with love, right now, why don't you want it?”

“Why do you want me to eat your blood so badly?” He regarded you with bored eyes.

“Because I'm offering it with love, and you don't even care!”

“Augh” He groans, rolling his eyes “What if I do that, and you pass out, and you die? You also haven't eaten in a good week and a half, Ashley.”

“Oh! You are worrying over me?”

“What do you think?” He propped himself up on both of his elbows, and looked at you like the answer should be obvious, but how could you know that.

“W-What would I know?” You spin the knife around with your fingers.

“Ashley, seriously, bother me tomorrow, go to sleep.”

“I won’t die from this, you know!” You say, feeling a knot in your throat, it's a maniac tone, but it's not like anybody else is there to hear it “You would have to try way harder to get rid of me, Andy.”

“I already knew that.”

“I might be a little malnourished, but I'm sure it still tastes like iron!” You leaned down, your chest pressing against his own “We used to lick the insides of those little robot toys dad used to buy us, you remember that? You said you liked the metallic flavour.”

Andrew was looking at the ceiling, he always looked away when he was remembering stuff “Hey, I didn't lick them, you would lick them, cut your tongue on the metal, and then, make me lick them.”

“Same difference!” You whispered into his ear “C'mon, Andy, you wanna cut my tongue, drink straight from the good source?”

His voice got deeper “Ashley” But, before he could grab you, and probably toss you directly into the ground, you grabbed the knife, and, all at once, slashed it across your wrist.

Not in the, ‘killing-myself’ way, just deep enough to make it bleed proper.

The sudden blood rush splashed his cheek.

It coated his skin on a deep crimson, and he had to wink to get it to slide off, looking like a tear, leaking out of his eye. 

Right after, your brother clenched his teeth in disgust, and quickly sat down on the bed, like you didn't weigh anything on top of him, with one hand on your waist, he grasped your wrist. 

“Goddammit, Ashley!”

“I told you I would do it!”

“I never…” His eyes find the trail of blood beneath him, on his pillow “Doubted you would, Ashley.”

Your eyes close for a second, you smile at him, tilting your head, before you bring your wrist close to your face.

You lick your own cut.

You knew cats did things like that too, probably. 

It burns, and stings, it's a bitter sensation, like lemon on an injury, or taking a shower right after cutting yourself.

You hate the taste of your blood, it’s thick, and somber. 

Like the mold that grows on the back of your shower, when you haven't cleaned it in a month, but you swallowed it down easily, because Andrew was staring at you, with his jaw hung open the entire time, and when it comes to you and him.

You will never be the one to blink first.

You lick your lips after, opening your eyes again, a pleased smile on your face.

“It's yummy blood! Served special for you with tons of love” You shove your wrist right in front of his face “So eat up already, before I run out of it, Andy.”

Andrew sighs, he holds the back of your hand, delicately on his own, it's such a light touch, if you were anybody else, you might have missed it.

He bites his index finger, after, he looks straight at you. 

“You are really determined to do this?” 

“Do you want me to cut another part of my body for this, Andrew?” 

You shake the knife carelessly around, Andrew easily knocks it out of your hand, like he's swapping away a fly, you realize you might be a little too malnourished to be feeding somebody else your blood, at this time.

But you are doing it already, so no more backing down. 

“No.” He fully grabs your hand this time, he presses on it hard enough to make your pale skin turn red, under his touch “Let's just get this over with.”

The next instant, he's brought your wrist to his mouth, right on top of the bleeding injury.

Then, he opens his lips, pokes out his tongue, and licks it like a hungry dog. 

You never had any pets. Your parents didn't want them, Andrew was already too overworked, and you knew you were unable to keep even one plant alive, but you used to feed the stray cats around the building, until one day, they all mysteriously disappeared.

The tiny young ones, with claw marks on their bodies, and missing tiny bits of their ears, would run to the vases of water you would leave them, when they thought nobody else was watching them, and lick them like it was ambrosia. 

Right now, you could feed Andy anything in the world, and he would swallow it like holy wine. 

You remembered you had killed a bunch of flowers by giving them too much water, that one time. You figured your love was inherently fatal, but you and Andrew had the same genes, so he would have to understand you. 

That was the immutable truth, on the current occasion, that the both of you only loved what you could eat. 

In this case, you thought you could devour each other, until there was nothing left of either of you. If that's what it took to keep him by your side, to not have to share, then so be it, even that was okay too. 

“Andy” You breathe out, it sounds like a moan, but he would never want to hear you admit that, anywhere with real light. 

Thankfully, the room was as dark as it could be. 

His eyes darkened, as he looked up at you. He separated from the blood fountain of your arm, snarling at you “Don't call me that. I didn't even like it back then.”

“Keep eating” You commanded him, “I think, when I get hungry enough” You looked at him through the corner of your eyes, like he's a painting to be hanged on the wall, a butterfly caught, with only half a wing, to be croaked, with a nail and a hammer, “I think I will just eat your heart out.”

Just kidding! You knew you never would, there would be no point to that. 

It was either interminable, or just not worth your time. 

“First, survive that long” He grabbed your wrist, kept sucking at it.  

“I'm younger, I probably will” You pass your fingers through his hair, it's so soft “Why do I always gotta cook for you? I do everything in this house! And! You always eat more than I do!”

It was always your turn to sacrifice, but you were two sides of the same coin, so it was his turn too. 

“You wanna eat my blood too, Ashley” He moved his face across your arm, like a cat making his claim. 

You place your hand on top of his cheek, like he's wiping your blood off on your arm.

“I'm down if you wanna share” It wouldn't be the first time either, all things considered.  

“Don't hold your breath for it.”

You laugh at him.

In retrospect: This was probably the start of the whole cannibals thing.

“Actually,” He says, smiling at you, your blood coating his tongue, into a deep red, almost black, that you think suits him perfectly “Why don't I eat your heart first?”

“You would get food poisoning. You are such a picky eater. You couldn't take it.”

You knew your heart must be heavier than a horse’s by now, or maybe, you were just born that way, instead of coming back wrong, you simply came wrong, that could probably explain quite a lot about you, truth to be told. 

“Hey!” He bites your arm, and you squeal “I'm not…”He looks awkwardly to the side “That much of a picky eater.” 

“You see, you would die, what would you do, without me, locked up here with you? Without me to spike your water just right, so you don't end up throwing up for like a week, like last time.”

He shudders at the memory of it. You found it pretty displeasing too, not gonna lie.  

“Oh yes, I need you so badly, so you can feed me your parasite-ridden blood, Ashley.” 

He tells you, dryly.

He wipes your blood off his mouth with the back of his hand, but everything that's achieved, is that now your blood is not only on his insides, but also on his knuckles, looking all red and raw. 

It's a good colour combination, in your opinion. 

“Get off now,” He says “I have to clean your whole thing out of me.”

“Oh no. You don't” You tell him, making sure to straddle his waist fully “Slash me open one more time.”

“You are even drooling, bloody hell.”

You think, that anybody else would be far more scared by that, than Andrew is right now. 

It was a sort of reassurance. 

You needed to know Andrew loved you enough, to be able to consume you in full. 

Take you as you were. 

He could crack your ribcage open, for how much you cared right now. 

Your bodies fitted perfectly with one another, maybe it was a genetic defect, humans were supposed, to have evolved to be the exact opposite of everything you and your brother were, and yet. 

You thought, if you had both been born with such sharp canines, for a reason it must be, right. 

“You are into such weird things, Leyley” The bags under his eyes always made him look so dismissive. 

“Humor me a bit. I cleaned the bathroom, the kitchen, and took out the trash today, all by myself.”

“Yeah, you just love wasting energy.”

“Andrew!”

“Okay, okay, why not, screw my morning self.”

And that's all it took.

You feel under the covers, to hand him the bloody knife, once more.

He weighs it in his hand, looking at it, like he's trying to memorize every detail of the pattern, your blood splashes made on it. 

“Where do you want it?”

You poke out your tongue, and say in a barely understandable manner “Here!” But, of course, Andrew understands you, he's the only one who has ever understood you. 

He slits your tongue open, and then, slams his mouth against yours.

For old times’ sake. 

It's nothing soft or gentle, it’s nothing pretty, you know you ought to look disgusting, but he must look even worse, so you appreciate it. 

It's nothing like the innocent little pecks he used to give you, back when you were both far too young.

It's not even like those frustrated ones he would give you, before pulling on your mini ponytail, and yelling at you, after you dragged him back home, to take care of another one of your sudden self-caused crises.   

Like you were a fellow corpse, dragging him back into his coffin, underground with you, whenever he escaped home, and got too far for your own safety.

It was hungry.

Carnivorous.

Andrew was swallowing far too much of the blood during it, you could feel it pooling between your sharp teeth, leaking out of your lips. For a second you thought, he might just devour you whole, right here, right now.

Maybe he would, when he figured out how to live without you.

So you would never allow him to. 

You wanted to be the last one. The last nail in the coffin, you and after you, nothing else. 

Your life here, in this coffin of an apartment, and out there, absolutely nothing.

The end of the world, it wouldn't matter, as long as you stay here with Andy. 

You knew there was nothing for a girl like you, in the outside world, anyways.

Instead, your eyes only focus on him, you had always found it so cute, how Andrew always kissed with his eyes closed. You knocked your tongue against his, like searching for water, for meat, for something to really eat.  

After what felt like an eternity, far too little for you, Andrew had to separate from you, only for a second, breathing in shallow, and desperate.

There was a trail of saliva and blood uniting you together.

You were siblings, so of course, there was blood and spit tying you together.

“You are insane” He breathed out, his eyes were lost and hazy, looking at you, and past you.

The way he said it, with his hands on you, but no force behind them, and his mouth spread open, leaking blood, as his chest expanded and contracted, along with his breathing. 

It sounded like a marvel. “There's something definitely wrong with you.”

“Shut up and keep kissing me, Andrew”  You grabbed his face with your hands, all rough and unfeeling. It was only in moments like this, that Andrew’s skin wasn't freezing cold “You know who I am. Don't act all shocked! This is what you got yourself into.”

Andrew knew you, Ashley, since before you were born. You were his little sister, he would have to kill you before you left him alone. 

He seized towards you, with both hands, and wrapped them around your neck, not enough pressure to really damage his sister, not even enough to keep you from fully breathing, but enough to make you dazed, and lightheaded.

Then, he slammed his lips back against yours. 

Biting them, leaving deep purple cuts, and bruises on them.

It didn't matter, if he only wanted to mutilate you, everything you cared about, was that he wanted you.

In sickness, and disgrace, and starvation, and death. 

If he wanted you ugly, that was good enough, if he wanted you at all, you could force your way through it.

Break into his life, be the only thing there is. 

You open your mouth further, and bite down on Andrew's tongue. You catch a bit of the flesh, and rip it open and apart.

Bloody and exposed. 

You swallow his blood, that tastes just as metallic as your own, you swallow Andrew’s flesh too, just for good measure. You like his, far more than you like yours. 

Andrew pushed you away, without taking his hands off your neck. 

“You always find a new place to sink your fangs into, don't you, no matter where I hide from you. You are like a parasite.”     

You laugh. It comes out intercutted, and you can't even tell, if this is because of his hands around your throat, or from all the cuts your tongue has now. 

“Nah, I'm more like a hot vampire, Andy” The hold of his hands around your throat tightens “Say what you want to yourself, Andy” You struggle, coughing out, a bit of blood splatters on the sheet below “But you still bit me first.”

“You made me swallow your blood.”

“I don't have the power to make you do anything, Andy.”

“You are so annoying” And just like that, he pushes you back, with enough force to topple you over on top of him, and he bites you again, and again, and again.

It's a few minutes, at least, you are sure it must have been, almost half an hour, before the lightheadedness really hits you. 

You see the room around you, like it was an earthquake, behind the static-ridden television in your living room. 

You tumble against Andrew's front, your eyes wide, and you struggle to hold onto Andrew for some support. 

You definitely lost too much blood here, paired up with the lack of nutrients, by now. 

Andrew separated from you, holding you tightly against him, trying to stabilize your falling body “Oh crap” He separated, rubbing his eyes for a second, like he had been falling asleep, until just now. He looked you over, before his lips formed into a frown. “Yeah, That’s enough” 

“What?” You hear yourself saying, but the voice sounds far away, and not like your own. 

Your vision was becoming blurry, and you were getting giddy. 

Andrew bonked you across the head “Don't pass out, after I explicitly told you if you did that you would end up passing out, Ashley.” 

“I'm not passing out, Andrew” You tried to give him your usual teasing smile, but your speech was starting to sound slurred, and clumsy, even to your own ears “I be fine, dude.”

Andrew looked at you, like he was seeing a memory through you, much like the same face he used to make, back when you would run after him, while playing around, when you were kids, and you would trip, roll around, and get your knees scraped open.

Full of little cuts, red blood, and little bits of dirt, and grass, on your skin.

He would kneel before you, and carefully clean your petty wound, spray it with disinfectant, and not even complain that much, when you would hiss out in pain, and pull at his hair in the process.

Then, he would stand you with, that stoic look on his face, as you cried your little heart out.

“Yeah, you are definitely too out of it” Andrew said, at some point, he had grabbed you, and laid you gently on the bed, you hadn't even noticed “It’s been five minutes, and you haven't made any annoying remark, so I should start making sure I don't accidentally end up locked here together with your corpse.”

“H-Hey” When you moved your tongue, you could still feel some of the blood dripping off it, you could still taste it, and surely he could too. It's not as metallic as you would like it to be “You are stuck here with me, got that, if I die, my ghost will stick here to continue hunting you, there's no getting out of this one, Andrew.”

“Trust me, I wasn't hoping for it, Ashley” He stood up from the bed, standing a few centimeters away from you, looking down at you. 

It occurred to you that he could simply walk away, and leave you to bleed yourself to death on your own, like a cow.

“Yeah, not even death can get you out of this situation, my corpse is gonna stink up this whole apartment!” You laughed, it sounded weak and high-pitched. 

Your voice was starting to fade. Andrew didn't say anything, before he kneeled down.

“About your tongue, it’s gonna have to stop bleeding on its own, which means you are gonna have to shut up for a few hours, but you will live.” 

He grabbed your wrist, like you were nothing more than a limp rag doll. When he had half your thorax up, he passed one arm beneath your legs, and carried you.

“C'mon, Leyley, let's get that cleaned up.”

In the dark, and with the blood loss, and lack of nutrients in your system, it took you a few seconds to really process, that you weren't touching ground, and how that was possible. 

It wasn't that new of an occurrence, one time, you had broken your leg, you had talked big game, with some random bitchy girls you didn't even like that much, said you could ice skate just fine, when you inevitably fell over, and broke your right leg on the process, Andrew had become forced to leave his date early, and go carry you all the way to the clinic himself.

You both know, if he didn't take care of you, nobody else in the world would, no, not even you, yourself. 

“Jajaja,” You laughed, a breathy, moony sound “Carrying me like a princess, you're such a  gentleman, Andy…”

“Don't call me, Andy.”

He carried you in silence to the kitchen. 

He turned on the light switch with one hand, as he kept you secured against his chest with the other.  

Andrew sat you on top of the table, there was nothing in it, there hadn't been anything to put on it for a pretty long while, afterwards, he went to the bathroom.

He came back with a meter of bandages. 

This whole situation was so familiar, you started giggling, the sound was faint to your own ears, but you could see your chest moving along with your breathing, and the red cut line on your wrist expanding. 

Andrew filled up a transparent vase with water, and for a second, you wondered why he didn't spike it with salt. 

All at once, He turned to you, took your wrist, and shoved it inside.

“Ayeee!!!” Your voice broke out into a high-pitched mini scream, and the cold water on your injury finally dragged you back down to reality, now instead of a hazy head, you were developing a headache.

“Gotta clean it first” You tried to wrestle your wrist out of the vase, but Andrew held you steadfast, he didn't even struggle to keep you down. 

He counted under his breath until ten, something you knew mom had told him to do once, then he took it out. 

Andrew nonchalantly grabbed the towel from the kitchen counter, and passed it over your injury, drying the water off you, and staining it with your blood.

Now that it was actually clean, you could see the bleeding had greatly subsided.

“Thankfully, it's not deep enough to get you stitches this time” Andrew sighed, and you immediately knew what time he was referring to.

When Andrew had met his first, for-real girlfriend, in high school, you had figured out a pretty good method of keeping him away from her, but he always went back to her at the end, he never stuck around you long enough, anymore.

At some point, calling him angry and yelling wasn't enough, anymore, then calling him sad and sobbing wasn't enough either, and then, just minor injuries as a general, weren't enough.

When you finally realized it, you had gone to the kitchen, you were all alone at home, like you always were, you had grabbed the sharpest knife your family owned, you didn't have it anymore, and had made a direct straight cut, right through the whole length of your palm.

You had stood there, in front of the sink, watching yourself bleed stupid, until you started feeling lightheaded, giddy, and gone.

That's when you had called Andrew, sent him a dozen pictures of your pretty little injury, and you knew he had to run off, far away from his little girlfriend, with another cheap excuse about his little sister, and come back home to you.

He didn't even have time to scold you, he had to basically run with you to the nearest clinic, to get your hand stitched up.

Because, he very well knew that taking care of you was a solo mission, your parents had stopped caring about you a lifetime ago. 

12 stitches, and a screaming match in the living room beside the phone after, and Andy didn't have any girlfriend left to lead him astray anymore, and you had your big brother all for yourself, once more. 

Andrew's priority was taking care of you.

Until the stitches came off, and he found a new girl, and the cycle repeated itself. 

But it was okay, you didn't mind a new challenge, putting on more effort, it was fine for you. You knew you would always get him back by your side, at the end of the day. 

That had been the first time.

The last time before you had gotten locked up, the stitches had gone on the bottom of your foot, because stepping on glass, was a pretty straightforward way of forcing Andrew to carry you everywhere.

“Thankfully” You repeated slowly, the words sounding foreign to your own ears.

Andrew rinsed the water out of the vase on the sink, the water came out an ugly black colour, dried blood, or death. Yours, you didn't like it.

You knew Andrew's blood was the same colour as your own. You shared bloodlines, skin colour, hair colour, saliva, thoughts, and dreams. Everything you could share, you were already sharing.

“Yeah, yeah,” He said, dismissively, turning back to you.

He grabbed the gauze, measuring it against your wrist. He was pretty experienced when it came to treating you, but only, specifically you. 

You would never let him pay this much attention to any other girl.

“Try to keep your hand extended” He grabbed your hand, spread it, and left it hanging in the air. 

You didn't like having to make an effort just to do this, but in these few weeks of starvation, you had learned what those black growing spots behind your vision meant, and any moment now, you could be passing out.

You hated it when your older brother was right. 

You really didn't wanna pass out right now, and miss this glorious moment, and give Andrew the win, so you forced your whole body to cooperate.

“You have gotten so skinny” Usually, you would have yelled something at him, but he sounded so worried, and you were getting really exhausted here.

Andrew wrapped the bandages around your wrist, having to make quite a few cycles before it felt tight, at all. To your surprise, the bandage didn't even get that dirty, but you knew Andrew would have to change it again, tomorrow morning.

You smiled.  

“Aww, Andy worries over me, I don't need mom or dad, because Andy worries over me, always” You had difficulty speaking, but at least, your voice sounded semi-present, after all that. 

“You know I hate it when you call me that.”

“Not true. You love me” You made a kissy face at him. 

Andrew chuckled “Not what I said, but sure. ”

Andrew leaned against the kitchen counter, and he just stared at you, you stared back, like a marble statue.

You wondered how it would be like, to rip out of his eyes, so he could never look at another girl again. To break your own legs, so he could never leave you again.

Like a work of art, if Andrew wanted to look at you forever, that would be just fine.

The light flickered. You had been planning on changing the lightbulb, but that had been, what, about a month ago now.  

Andrew sighed “You are the same girl as always, Leyley.”

It wasn't a whimsical thought in any way.

“I am a girl to you! A person” You felt so pleased with yourself “You love me. I’ll keep you on your toes.”

“If I didn't love you, I wouldn't have drank your blood, or carried you into the kitchen, make out of that what you will.”

You opened up her mouth, to say something else, but Andrew turned his back on you.

He ran the sink again, cleaning his hands, he collected a bunch of water between both of his hands, and splashed it against his mouth, he rubbed and rubbed at his face, fighting to get all your blood off his skin. 

The water came out so dirty, no matter what. 

You were stuck to his lips, ever since you were both too little to count.

“Now, I'm so tired, so we are gonna sleep. I don't care what you say, Ashley” Andrew walked to the table, and held you again.

You spread your arms, far less dizzy now. You wrapped them around Andy's shoulders.

He carried you to the bedroom, laid you on your own bed, crawling in after you.

“Why here?” You asked him, that knowing tone in your voice. Your lips strung up, like a violin, into a perpetual, tantalizing smile.

“Your gross blood is all over my bed, so you know, this is the second best thing.”

“And!” You poked Andrew between the ribs “Your! Gross blood is all over my insides, Andrew!”

“Yeah, that's kinda how being the oldest works, to everybody's misfortune.”

“Speak for yourself” You wrapped your legs around him, like poison ivy, or quicksand.

Andrew could fight with skin and bone, and he wouldn't get away, but you already knew, he wouldn't even try.

Andrew sighed, he grabbed your face with his cold big hands, and tucked one of your bangs behind your ear “There's something seriously wrong with you, Ashley. Get your head checked.”

“Uh!?” His fingers were really close to your face, just now. You debated with yourself whether to bite him, or not “Why me? I'm not the one who just ate his little sister’s blood like it was the best damn meal he ever had.”

You decided you could bite him double, but tomorrow. 

“Sure, be that way, Leyley” He grabbed you, and pressed you against his chest. You could hear him, licking the last reminds of your black turning blood, off his lips “Good night, Leyley.”

“Nightie night!” You tell him, with your good old grin. For a little while, you watch the dirtied parts of his sheets, on the opposite side of your room, bedraggled with your blood. 

Your blood, that's also Andrew's blood. 

You hug Andrew back. 

You close your own eyes, as usual, you fake being asleep, until you actually, accidentally, fall asleep. 

Yeah, there's definitely something wrong with you, something wrong with you, that's wrong with your brother too. Call it bad genetics, your mom had something wrong with herself too. 

But now, it's just you and him, and your shared blood and spit, forever together, consuming each other in place of actual food, you decide, that's good enough for you, at least, until the quarantine, or whatever, it's over.

Once you are safely back in your dreams, you see a dusty crate, and Andrew’s lips on your skin, once again.  

The bloody knife, still on the floor, in the space between both of your beds.